THE FLIGHT TO INDIA
Afghan, Mongol, Turk, Maratha and Kizilbash have fought to
gain the treasure of the East* Napoleon himself said that 'who
holds India holds the world.'
"We could only guess at the great distance of the horizon all
around us. No hill could be seen; we flew on in the mathematical
centre of that huge flat brown disc, whose edge was a vignette
border of purple melting into the blue bowl of the sky.
"The brownness of Upper Hindustan has a peculiar quality
of its own. It is not the yellow brown or ochre of the deserts nor
the sienna of the hills, nor the ruddiness of sandstone ridges, but
a sepia or a bistre. This colour does not belong to any particular
item of it, neither to the fields, the yellowy grey tracks, nor the
green or blue-green leafage of the trees; yet it is the colour of the
countryside as the airman sees it. As the sun climbed up from
the dusty rim of our circle of vision we came upon circling kites
and vultures. We had first met these unpleasant creatures on the
flight from Jodhpur and their numbers increased as we flew over
the larger towns of Hindustan. They are a real menace to the
aviator, but luckily are seldom seen much above 3,000 feet;
at 2,000 or so great flocks of them are frequently encountered.
The birds themselves are not anxious for a collision with an
aeroplane, but are apt to misjudge the speed at which the
machine is coming upon them. It is easy for a vigilant pilot to
spot single birds and to dodge them, but it is a different matter
when the sky is full of these wheeling pests, for to swerve from
one means collision with another. The impact is sufficient to
break the propeller or any interplane strut or spar. In a light
aeroplane the danger is even more acute and the records of
Indian flight are punctuated with disasters from such causes.
One safeguard is, of course, to fly high, but this we were unable
to do on our eastbound journey owing to the necessity of taking
as many photographs as possible to ascertain the light values.
So we risked the birds and tried not to heed the narrow escapes
when a six-foot vulture whizzed past apparently only a yard
from our wing-tip.
"We made our breakfast stop at Allahabad, mentally cursing
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